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WHE JOUSE OF AMON, DBy Mary
£ Wallz The Macmillnn Company.
IKE iis predecessors, Lhis pew-

est offering by Mrs, Walts

is a largely planned, roomy
affali. She believes in begluning at
e feundation—aand it must be &
broad, solid pieuoo(tn“nslnn
-—before she raises the supersituc-
ture; nor docs she foliow the analogy
of the modern steel frame skyberaper,
wiicl: sometimes appears to com-
glete s upper floors before filling
in the skeleten. The walls of her
hosse risc steadfiy, in Que order,
withoul eccentrieities. It is a fash-
ion newadnys @ Mitle uncommon,

—but it is & sound method. One sus-

pects, toe, that the resulting editice
is wvery likely to far cutlast some
showier, hastier counstructions. Nor
i3 there anything at all stodgy or
heavy about it—the lines of It are
beautiful, harmonicus, satisfying.
There ure, indeed, very few lving
writers of fiction in Englisk whobSe
artlstry is as fine as hers

In this case she does not go as
deeply inio her hero's ancestry as in
some of Ler earfier studies, but we
get fairly foli longth portraits of his
parents, especinlly the mother, of his
Pbrothers and gister, an important
Dugle John, and, in general, the sur-
roundings of his boyhood. Cleve—
more fully, Grover Cleveland Harrod
—is & “sport” from a very ordinary,
nice, inteiligent but staffily “bour-
geol=" family, in 4 middle sized Ohio
<ity. The boy has aspirations and
more than o touch of genius. Al the
wvery oulset we meet one of the
Subtiest passages in the book, in the
fine insight of Mrs, Walts's analysis
of the boy, the “budding genius™

Wand of his mother's well meant but

pitifully loept tampering with his
paychic insides. Cleve naturally took
himsell wery seriously. “Youth”
says Mrs. Walts, “lacks the two
main casements of lile—a sense of
bumor wmsl the spirit of compromise
—fortunately, for otherwise how
could Youth, which does everything,
do anyvthing?' ¥Poor Cleve—most of
the rest of tiw story deals with his
painful acquiranent of the nocessary
“spirit of compromize,” to his ulti-
mate dostruction—his enforced bow-
ing down in the House of Rimmon.
It is & profoandiy molancholy
leok, yet not allegetier depressing.
The pessimism of its main lnes s
not unrelieved. There are correc-
tives, and although the nmwe of the
whole is somber it is pot & despuir-
ing book. Cleve's career emdds in a
spirilual wreckuge, but even se, coo
reed not despair of him or feel that
the evil conditions o which he falis
a victim are necessarily incurable or
rermunent. And there ia George

. Tarvey, e cook awnd seldier, who

is a wselul comparion pleture, or
coltrast, (¢ Cleve, the unhappr poet
who is driven sy feom bis ideals
teorge holds fast o his ideal, al-
though be wouid pever have dreuned
of putting it that way to himself,
ud he s, after all, o mere enduring
strapd in our body politic than the
poisenous  Ielmag,
are
familimr on “Broadwas Bo long as
America produces s Tarveys we
need nol guite dospair of a whole-
some future, 4

leve's career, In briel, may be
summed up &8 & very siow, painful]
precess of finding himsell, & not very |
well aied allempt to follow the|
noblest ideals, crowned at lust by |

whose

but turns jtself into faliure, and|

finally a4 lpse inlo shver mﬂ!uhnni s

of his genios to make a living and
e tuke care of his unfortunately
chosen wife. He beging by Litching |
his wagon to & lofty star a=d euds
by writing sulacious plags for a
cever Jow manager who “Bives the
pablic what b wants™ The story
eaves him, afler his wife's death, at!

the moment of the great financ fal |

suctess of Lis second debased play,
when be Las also Just Leen rem!nded
of his boybood:

“Cieve stood guzing, sceing noth-
ing. Al thal boy! What had beeome
aof him, with his inneceat courage, his
high bellef, his proud, clean heart?
Withi o hand thrust deep into one
pocket he touched the crepey surface
of & bill, the outermost one of a
rofl—a grmbolically soiled bill, worn
with handling. Scme one dizscreetly
jogged His nrm. . . . "Wake up!
Yon're wanled!* Cileve went oul bes

o - fore the curtaln™

Toe jome road to this successfal
Milore is fogowed [n the book with
a weanith of fine inciden! and among

New Fiction in Varied Forms

it Is a steady progress, u full record;
from Lis father's deatb, which inler-
fered with the completion of his ed-
uveation; his work in the “'Sunshine
Bakery,” hiw brief life as a soldier,
which did not get him beyond the
training camps; his next phase as a
bangeron in New York's literary
“Bohemia,” his service as a bartea-
der in a transmogrified saloon where
he serves us u sods counter elerk, his
escape 8s steward on a Bermudn
liner, foliowed by a period as genersl
handy man in o Bermoda hotel, and
his discovery there by an “arrived”
literary expert, o succesaful novelist
who finally guides him back to New
York and real success. 1t is a richly
woven tapestry of narcative and

have to be o man. Co be somebody
und do something!™

tut before Cleve ean act upon
that prescription he bhecomes belp-
lessly entangled with the lovely, ap-
pealing, delleate young SBophy Tar-
vey, who is pussionately in love with
him, He does not love her, but feels
that he must marry her. lie is fond
of her, and her brother Ceorge, the
ceok who worked with Cleve years
befere in the “Sunshine Bakery'
{5 his best friend Edith has cast
him off—s0 he marrics poor Sophy.

It seems to be necessary for the
youthfal genius to marry iLhe
wrong woman. In faet, he usually
does s, fiction here is bul copying
n common brute fact of tife. In this
case the usoal unhappy resuits fol-
Jc'. without anything spectacular
about them, aml Mrs. Watts gives us
a poignantiy meving picture of the
unhappy young wife, the misery of
the misplaced woman, whe has a
dim consclousness that she I8 mis-
placed, but is helpless,

Cleve, oo, s helpless, and Bnally
falls & victm to the biandishments
of the Hebrale manager, who insists
u]mr; altering his plny by choapen-
ing, viigurizing it and brieging I
down to what bhe judges to be Lhe
popular level, This seetion of the
book of course i= the spot where
Mr=. Watts turns the whole broad-
gide of her heavy artillery on the
degeneracy of the modern stage.
Each shot Is well aimed; there are
no misses, but, unfortunately, one
ferls that the target will, none the

les=, remain quite unawanre of It

fr'au.r\si
whom Clve war npomed,
“uf that noble Tabylonish ta.-,t]

|hL|1lﬂ~.
| plies, it is ;nt-l‘ut-u a matter of slow

| uhu educution L4
what Jooks to e an artistic success, | PO X ®
have better B

{In the words of the greal man for
is a

condition |i d not n theery that con-
‘fr(-u“ us"
However, Mrs. Wiits may have

added something of welght to the
wide protest already moude. She has

| at least furnished new ammunition

| for futore assallants of the stage
but, as the book itsell im-
are ever lo
iinge,

AMrs. Watts has done one vers
thing in thizs Look Bhe liaz
| managed to present not merely a
| Hterary genius as hero DUt also an-
| other geauinely slive literary char-
acter, Genernlly the pradisy or even
the oriinary man of letters, or
womnan writer, in fiction is a queer
Irmlu‘rr neither fish, flesh nor
fowl; recognizaide ns gedlos or an-
tior merely because he wears the
proper label. But Mrse. Watts makos
Cleve amd Mr. Cook, the novelist,
living Luman beings ar well as writ-
e, and one is also willlng entirely
to belleve that Cleve Is a true genlus,
It is a very subtle picce of work in
that respect especlally. There is
nothing owire or unduly eccentric
about either character; no exaggera-
tion or absurdity such a8 often crops
up in the handling of such people
even in Lthe work of preity pgood
cralismer.

This success Is doubtless but a
part of Mrs, Watts's deepest and
most important quolification ns &
eritic of Nfe- her entire sanity and

lin-

a large company ol feliow travelers.

normalnees of vision, her always
sound judgment and fairpess in ap-
praisal. That sbe often adds bril-
liancy of mmuner, incidental flashes
of fire to this steady flame is, after
ali, & minor thing. Others are eapa-
bie of fireworks, but few of our iiv-
Ing writers equal her ip the breadth
and accurscy of vision. She
sees life whole, and gives us not a
lurid selected spot of it, but a large
eross gpotion—large enough o in-
clude most Lhings that really matter,

¢ 1 A ANUGBORN.
-

THF R¥D HOUSE MYSTERY. By
A. A, Miive. E. P. Dutton & Co.
OFE springs eternal in the
buman Ubreast. Ewvery true
- reader goes on from book to
book loping that one day he will
come acrose the perfect detective
story, Now and then he fefls he has
—and the reader who takes up A Al
Milne’s “The Red Houvse Mystery”
will know that he has. ¥ it !

| Read it and be mystified, be thrilled,

be puzsled, be sure you have the
right answer, and then not so sure,
and them sure that It is another an-
swer, and then Again in doubt. And
at the end be everlastingly surprised
aad thoroughly content. For the
end is all it shoold be, and it i= there
where the unperfect detective tale
o often slips up and disappoints the
hopeful reader.

In =pidg of being o murder story,
it is al=o a charming story, and it Is
told with the most delightful art,
with a careless grace and ease, ns
though, afier all, it wasn't much—
and yet it is the perfect detective
story! The people in it are just the
kind of people you like and feel at
home with and want to know lots
more aboul and spend week ends with
and all. Take Bill, Could there Le a
Jollier young fellow than BI? Or
Anthony, for that matter, the ama-
teur detective himself. One mply
has to know more of Anthony to
trust that Mr. Milne isn't golng to
leave us without much more of An-
thony's society. What a man he is,
with his fun-loving spirit aml his
serious side, amld that fantastic past
of Lis, aml his strange memory and
odd, insplring mind, A rare compun-
fon, Anthony. And he and Bill cer-
tainiy make a great combination.

We come into the story, as [t were,
by wny of the back door. That is, we
mect the pretty housemald and the
housekeeper of Hed House first, on
a pleasant summer afterncon. The
maid is trimming a hat, and the two
ure engnged in Mle talk—which s
interrupted by o ring. Some one Is at
the front door. They know who it is
come to that. For bBn't  Mark's
brother from Australin doe for o visit
afier an absence of fifteen yeams? He
wrote what torns out to be rather a
nasty little note Lo that effect, which
Murk had eommented on that morn-
ing at bremkfast. And as Mrs Ste-

vens so truly puis §i, oo one ges Lo
Australin, wmuch less stays there,
without, as you mmight say, well, 1
daresay he has his veagons, . .
And n respectably bLrought up :iﬂ
doesn't ask what reasons.

To be sure, when Audrer, the maid,
opens the door te the visitor Lie Jooks
like the kind of man whoe would
have had his reasons, and pretly sin-
ister ones, too, for golag an¥wherc
Audrey can tell that in & glance. And
he's rudo to her, especially rude ite-
garding Ler master, hLis brother,
Mark. Bhe shows Lim into the office,
as they cuil the room where Mark

| does what work he ever does, which

is make-believe encugh, since he Is
wealthy and idle and only thinks
that he can write, and since the man-
agement of his estate Is so well done
for him by his friend and secretary,
Cayley, lhat be has no worries en
that score.

And five minulea after brother
Robert is shown into the office there
Is tho report of m pistol. AMrs, Ste-
vens, the hooselkeeper, Liears it, and
Llhe two maids with ber at the mo-
ment, and are frightened. And one
or two other people hear it. Cayley,

| tor one, who rushes to the door of

the office, oniy to find it locked. e
thumps upon it and calls to be let In

It is just at that moment that
Anthony, who Is a stranger to every-
one in the Red House excepl, of
conrse, Bill, who bappens to be one
of the week end party staying there;
it is just then that Anthony saunters
up. to hurry his steps at the sound
of the calling and the pounding and
to enter immediately into the wvery
thick of events,

For of course there is a body bes
hind the iucked door.

Thut is how It ail begins. Step by
step we follow the course of An-
thony's findings, and there is more
than cne moment in the narrative
that makes the brealh come [aster
than usual, more than onco when
you feel like muttering, “Hurry,
hurry'™ Yes, it sweeps right along,
and it doesn't sag for a moment. And
always there is the charm of the
ousy, whimsical styie, the delicious
bits of wit, the sharply drawn pic-
tures tiiat make you feel so perfecily
at Lome In the Red House. And
Anthony s not the sort of detective
who anncys you by making discov-
eries and simply humming and haw-
ing abonut them, leaving you In the
dark. No, what he thinks he tells
and what he finds he points out. Per-
haps that is use he never woas a
detective before. It I his malden
murder hunt. But, ua he says a¥the
end of the matter to his Iriend Bill,
who is off for another coanlry Louse
party, where ther: is to be quite a
number of guests, “Well, if any of
them should happen Lo get murdered
you might send for me. I'm just
getting into the swing of .

It ia a horrid thing to hope for a
murder, but you can't help just wish.
ing that there might be some one,
gome one very undesirable anyhow,d
who would get murdered ut Bill's

next party. For then we should hear

ali about it aod enjoy ourschice coce
more with Bill and Anthony. ]

it is wonderful to think whit Mr.
Milne hns becn doing for the last
vears tefore the Thenter Guoild
showed us the first of him in "Mr.
Pim Passes By,” that success of last
senson, He Wwrites as one who has
written il his lUfe, and that life &
long one. Of coyrse, he hus written.
Written for the Engiish woellies,
been assistant editor of Puck—belore
the war. But here is his first book.
following his piays, cach of
which is a shinin® success. Upon
what meat doth this our Caesar feed?
Would that the many beginners i
writing conld find it, and that other
first books and firft playe . . .
However, ket me repeat that bere in
“The Red House Mystery™ is the per-
fect detective story. So what does it
matter what thoe rest are or what
their writers are doing? Fortunately,
Mr. Milne is young, is at the begin-
ning, and we are golng to hear &
mtmmummwdn&'ﬂe
slage.

HILDLGARDB HAWTHORNE,

WHITE AND BLACK. Py IL A
Shands. Harcourt Brace & Co.

IE definite emergence of the
negro probiem as it exists in
the Bouth as subject mattes

for well considered ficlion is a de-
velopment of importance both te
American literature, as Hierature,
and te the wellare of the nation as
a whole, Such,novels as this by M.
Shands, and “Birth-right,” by T. 8.
Stribling (reviewed last weck), can-
not fail to stimulate discussion andé
may have no slight effect upon Lhe
current of thought that must,
eventually, Jead to some sort of cor-
rective, or at least palliative, actior
Neither book has any solution W
offer—there i3 no solution &s yel
anywhere in sight—<but it is some-
thing worth while to have the prob-
lems clearly and forcefully stated
And the possibly reformative
power of fiction is not to be under-
estimated: Dickens is not the only
novelist who bhas brought aboul
galutury legislation and created &
saner and sounder body of pabiic
opinlon.

Literature i2 a pguiner by the
frank introduction of subject mat
ter that has hitherto been ignored,
or if touched at all trested either
flippantly or as a &ide issuc. We
have lLeard o great deal of rathey
silly talk about the “great American
oovel” some day to be written (as
i Mark Twain had not already pro- -
duced o “great American novel”), s
novel that must be wholly Amer-
leain in manner and matter and e
no way imitative. Therc i= & good
denl of ponsense in that dea, but
also s modicom of Uruti. Here are
two noteworthy novels that are at
least  emphatically and  entirely
American; and while neither can be

tf-u!faurd on loﬂmrmp )"ﬂm‘

No woman has ever wielded greater influente over those in her care—influence
for a superb womanhood —than the author of Spiritual Pastele. A New York father
waus 80 impressed with the worth of Spintual Pastels and with the graces and endow-
ments of its author thut Le sent his daughter to the College where J.
With such a guide, such an exemplar, be is happy in the assurance that the one he loves
will surely be something more than an edueated snob in this socially shallow age.

8. E. guides,

chun:h —if vou are

g

even slightly disappointed.

Beautifully Hlustrated.

Edition after edition of this real
will be sent to any reader of The New York Hevald, and your money promptly refunded if
At Bookstores or

THE DEVIN-ADAIR COMPANY, Pablishers, 437 Fifth Avenue, New Yo

—

By J. S. E.

Literally the heart and soul communings of un ml:clhgout educated, cullurud
womat—a Nun—with an all-wise Christ, the Christ of the
Christ of Lent, not the golden crossed Christ now shekel owned by the ncg men
in the world and capitalized by them and others as a means to an end.

Just the book for daily reading—particularly
praver book is mislaid take “‘Spiritual Pﬂtels" to church instead.
itual Pastels” won't argue or
rel with you, but it will— pnsm\ ely will—inspire and comfort you.
to sneer at “the kind of religious stuff the servants buy,” mad “Spiritual Pastels™ and
then you will commend it to your domesties—and to yourself.

Spiritual Pastels” foreign
mmnntasﬂumisto&agm

, even

Fifth Edition Ready A pn! Sd

inspiTIY:

'

ideal for Lenten madux
n

lo kitchen thealogy and drawivg:

Price $1.50 Net, $1.60 Posipaid.
work lias been sold.

SPIRITUAL PASTELS

masses  of the

If your
’tgoto

If you are i mad

“Spiritual Pasteis”




